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One 


Author's Notes: 
First Turisas fic! Your opinions(and criticisms) are highly welcome! Enjoy! 


Men littered the open field on the bright spring day, most played around and wrestled, while others enjoyed 
their spirits and food, and still there were some in their tents enjoying the women and young men they 
captured whilst plundering many a village. This particular clan, the Braekians, was one of many under the 
tyranny of their ruler Hallgeirr, and they were one of the more violent of the groups; the burning of villages 
and the rape and torture of their survivors were not uncommon, The fear they instilled within the regions of 
southern Scandinavia gave them an air of invincibility and cockiness, both which would prove to be their 


undoing on this day. 


The sunny skies were soon plagued by arrows, many men falling as they found their mark; those who didn't 


get hit ran around the camp, claiming their weapons and shields to prepare for battle. A loud and vicious cry 


sounded through the land as a mass of men, and some women, charged down the hill, their faces a mask of 


red and black as they were led by their fearless leader and generals to clash head on with the Braekians. 


The sound of steel clashing with plain iron sounded through the battlefield, the newcomers easily besting those 
in their way, their advanced weaponry and style of attack left the so-called "veterans of war" dead in their 
wake. The slaves and captives of the Braekians quickly hid themselves inside the nearest tents as the number 
of casualties rose higher and higher. 


The leader of the overwhelmed clan looked up to see a man striding towards him with purpose; his face bore 
black stripes, red coating the skin between the lines, his hard blue eyes filled with deadly intent and hatred. He 
barely had time to raise his sword before the man was upon him, their weapons clashing together in the midst 


of the miniature battles going on around them. 


Their eyes locked as both pressed for the advantage, the leader's eyes widening as he realized who the man he 
was facing was. "Warlord.the Caesar Augustus of the North." 


The grin on the man's face was feral as he pressed the attack, the iron bending and giving way to steel of 
Warlord's weapon. Warlord swung his sword in an arc, the leader bending back to avoid the blade and he losing 
his footing in the process. Warlord spinned and his sword found a home in the clan leader's stomach, the man's 
immediate reaction to grasp at the sword, leaving his neck exposed, an opportunity in which Warlord took 
advantage of and the expression of shock was still on the Braekian's face as his head was disconnected from 
his body, rolling a few meters away from his now spasming body. 


Warlord turned away as the body jerked for a few more moments before collapsing to the ground, his eyes 
taking in the last few bouts of resistance from the Braekian clan that was quickly quashed by his warriors. 


Warlord sighed as he watched a small crowd of men, women, and even children heading to the southern area 


of their home camp. "More slaves?" 


Jussi, one of his most trusted generals, nodded. "Netta and Jesper are seeing to them now. It is still the same, 


the look in their eyes are haunted." 
Warlord shook his head. "They didn't die hard enough." 


"We can always turn the surviving Braekians over to the men" Jussi shrugged, his eyes taking in the men in 
question, each wielding a seax, teasing and poking the few remaining rivals with the tip of their blades. 


"See that it is done." 


Jussi gave him a curt nod. "Yes sir." 


Warlord watched Jussi run over to the warriors, all eyes trained on him for a momentarily before a few 
cheers rang through the group. He pursed his lips and walked over to one of the larger tents in the camp and 
went inside. He made his way over to a small table, nicking a small jug of mead and uncorking it, taking several 


swallows before he crossed the tent and settled down onto his blankets. 
"Warlord?" 
He looked up to see Netta standing between the open flaps of the tent. 


"Most expressed a desire to stay, but there is also a good amount who wish to be taken to the nearest 


village." 


"We need to know of their skills to see where they are the most useful; as for the ones who desire to leave, 


the next village is a few days away." 

Netta nodded, about to leave when she was called. "Sir?" 

‘| commend what both you and Jesper are doing, |-" 

"I know you are not the best when it comes to these matters. We are just doing our what is asked of us." 


Warlord turned back to his mead and Netta took it as a sign that she could leave. She looked over to the tent 
where there was muffled screams coming from the closed flap and shook her head; at times they were no 
better than the barbarians that they have sent to their graves, but whatever kept the men going benefited 
the people as a whole and she begrudgingly turned a blind eye to their actions. It was none of her concern 
anyway, and as long as their leader approved of it then she had no say in what they did. 


She continued on her quest to seek out her faction, she needed to speak with them so she could properly 
report back to Warlord in the morning. 


Two 
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"The only injuries | have to report have been caused by error." Jesper took a sip from his cup. 


"I am certain the wounds themselves are lecture enough, but they need to be reprimanded for their careless 


ways. They are not invincible and | will not lose men to arrogance," said Warlord, his eyes trained on the map 


at the center of the small table. 


"And the women have held their own" Netta added as she stepped into the tent, taking her place to the left of 
Warlord. 


"They do well then?" Their leader looked to her. 

"And you expected anything less?" She raised her brow. 

Warlord chuckled and picked up a small, blue colored stone, placing on the map. "We are a week away from 
Birka" he placed another stone on the map, "if we are to take the leavers to the nearest town, the most logical 
place to take them is Linképing. There's a few sources of fresh water." 


"Fresh game and fish as well" Jussi mentioned. 


"Yes, | shall give word to Hannes and his men that their skills will be of use in a week's time. We may be in 


need of more suitable weaponry." 

"And our plans after that?" asked Jesper. 

"Our numbers grow with each encounter, we will soon be too large to just lie out in the open" 
Netta nodded. "So what do you suggest?" 


Warlord pick the stone back up and moved it much further up the map. "We take Skara. It is far enough from 


the sea where we won't have to worry about ships and it is close to a good supply of water.” 


Jussi snorted. "Skara is a fortress, how would we get inside?" 


Warlord clapped his shoulder. "We shall find way my brother." 

At that moment, a small boy rushed into the tent. "Warlord, sir! There is a rider approaching!" 

The four drew their weapons before exiting, their eyes trained on the lone rider and his horse galloping 
towards them. Once they got a closer look, they saw that the man was slumped over, and his mount appeared 


skittish. The animal came to a stop when Warlord yanked on its slack reins, the momentum flinging the body 


off its back. 


Netta was the first to him, pushing away bloodsoaked furs to get a better look at the man. The man coughed, 
and she flinched back when blood splattered from his lips and his dirty blonde goatee and he gasped for breath. 


She used one of his furs to wipe away the blood. "What happened?" 
"Many men.days away..vil-lage in.in ruins." he managed before losing consciousness. 
The three generals looked up at Warlord from their positions around the man. 


"We shall avoid conflict until we know exactly who these men are. Get him to a healer and spread word that 


we shall be on our way by dawn. Those who are too slow shall be left behind" 


They nodded and scattered, Warlord sighing and crouching down to get a good look at the man. He was rather 
sizable and his bulk could be of great use, he just hoped the man survived his injuries. 


The healer bowed to him when he arrived at her tent. "You are here to see the man, are you not?" 

"If it is not too much trouble, Simone." 

She waved her hand to one of the makeshift beds, Warlord giving her a brief nod before walking over to the 
man who was just starting to stir. He stood and watched as the man twisted and turned, wincing as his eyes 
finally opened. The grayish-blue widened when he took in the painted face and the hard blue staring back at 
him. 


"Y-you're.." 


Warlord nodded. "I need for you to tell me what you saw, it would be beneficial to know what we are dealing 


with." 


The man frowned, thinking. "| was just passing through on Selina, and suddenly | heard screams coming from 


the south end. A swarm of men were upon the village, most carried maces and they took great pride in 


bashing the heads of men, the women and the.." he looked away. 


Warlord sighed. "And particularly the children" he finished. "| know who you speak of. The Jaatuus take an 


obscene pride in their strength." 
'|-it was." The man just shook his head. 


"Do not trouble yourself any further. Now | must seek counsel with my generals, if you are able to leave then 
your input will be most welcome." 


"Jaakko. Jaakko Jakku." 


Simone cleared her throat and walked over to the two men, a steaming bowl in her small clothed hands. 


"Enough of this talk, it is time for him to try to hold down this broth." 

Warlord moved out of her way and was on his way to the door. "Wait!" he turned back. 
"What is to become of me?" Jaakko asked. 

"Will he be in proper form for battle three days hence?" 

Simone thought for a moment before nodding. "I will make sure of it, sir.” 

"Then you shall take your place among us, to be left at the next town we cross." 
Jaakko gave him a curt nod. "Yes, sir." 


‘Good, he learned fast: Warlord exited the turn and went to search for his generals, they had battle to make 
ready for. 


